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Fucking James, Lars thought viciously as he picked himself up from the dirt for the third - or was it the 
fourth time? - that afternoon Fucker kept goading him - ‘Come on Lars, | thought you were an athlete! - 
until he finally gave in to James’ whining and agreed to play football in the backyard with him, Dave and Ron, 
Football, as it turned out, was not Lars’ sport. But he was an athlete, damn it, he knew he was fitter and 
faster than all of them. Put him on a tennis court and he'd have them all in knots. There was a reason he was 
a champion back home. But out here, in the patchy, dry backyard of James and Ron's place, brushing dirt off 
his knees and trying not to wince at the dark bruise rapidly forming on his elbow, he was not feeling like a 


winner. 


It didn't help that Dave and Ron would flatten him to the ground any chance they got. James was a bit more 
gentle, as much as a human version of a clumsy overexcited puppy could be, knowing that he had several 
inches on his friend The other two weren't so merciful. The first time he found himself flat on his back on 


the hard ground he thought it was just their competitive streak The second - and then the third - made him 
start to wonder if this was their form of payback. He'd been a little overbearing lately, he knew that. But how 
the fuck else were they going to get this band off the ground? Fucking Dave was no help, always drunk or 
stoned or off with some chick, and Ron had no spine. James had his drive and all the talent but he could barely 
speak two words around strangers. So it was up to him. His connections, his brown-nosing, his sweet talking, 


come on, motherfucker, give us a chance. 


A hard elbow to his ribs as he bent over to catch his breath confirmed his suspicions. Well, fuck them. This 
was his band, and nothing, not even two bitching band mates, was going to stop him. 


‘Lars! Go long! 


Lars reacted to James’ shout a fraction too late, only catching a glimpse of the ball sailing over his head 


before a red-headed blur came barrelling towards him. Shit shit shit- 
‘Fuck! Lars? Are you okay? 


James’ panicked voice sounded from somewhere above his head. His words swirled around Lars’ dizzy mind, 
sounding distant as his brain pieced them together. ‘Fucking hell Dave, do you have to be so rough?" 


Mustaine's own slurred voice floated above him. ‘What's the big fucking deal? Little pipsqueak wants to play 
with the big boys, he has to know how to hold his own... 


Lars was vaguely aware of someone kneeling beside him before he felt a big hand gently pushing his hair back 


from his face, opening his eyes and blinking as James’ worried blue eyes came into focus. 
‘You okay man?” 
Lars nodded, trying to sit up. James put an arm around his waist, helping him up. ‘Come on, let's get you inside: 


He didn't miss the glare James shot Dave, or the way he mumbled ‘Fucking drunk asshole’ under his breath as 


he helped Lars to his feet and led him inside. 


Back in the cool, dark comfort of James’ bedroom, Lars tried to ignore the tears of pain prickling at the 
corners of his eyes. James, sitting beside him on the bed, pressed a damp cloth to his forehead and stroked a 
hand through his hair. ‘You sure you're okay?! 


Lars' voice was flat as he responded. ‘| know they hate me: 


Lars could have laughed at James floundering to deny his claim if his head didn't hurt so much. ‘Come on Lars, 


they don't hate you, they're just.. just rough, | guess.’ 


‘They do, and | don't fucking care. This is our band, James. You and me. | don't give a shit about them. | don't 
give a shit about Dave or Ron or their bitching, | don't-' 


‘Shhh: James’ soft, dry lips over his own quietened his wavering voice. The hand in his hair didn't stop stroking. 


‘You and me, huh?! 


Another kiss, this one slightly longer, had Lars lifting his pounding head off the pillow as he pulled James to 
him. ‘Yeah. Just you and me.. 


As James’ lips found his own again Lars inwardly marvelled at the way this tall, shy boy always instinctively 
knew how to make him feel better, even if he couldn't string together a sentence in front of crowds or admit 
to his bandmates that he and his drummer were a little friendlier than they'd thought. That didn't seem to 
matter now, though, as James' mouth brushed over Lars’ neck, kissing all those places that made him shiver, 
and stopping to press his lips to a few new, bruised spots. He pulled Lars’ shirt up over his head, sliding down 
his body and frowning at a particularly nasty graze on his hipbone. 


‘I'm sorry | made you play football. | didn't mean for you to get hurt: 

Lars grunted noncommittally, feigning indifference. It was hard to stay angry with James perched between his 
thighs like this, Toying with the waistband of his shorts, his mouth perilously close to where he wanted it to 
be. The gleam in those blue eyes told him that James knew it too. 

‘Let me make it up to you? 


‘We'll see: 


And the way Lars whimpered and arched his back as James pulled down his shorts and took him into his 


mouth was enough for him to tell James, without words, that he was forgiven. 


Maybe football wasn't so bad. 


